
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



RIPPLES 

THAT LITTLE GIRL NEXT DOOR 

Evening 

That little girl next door, 

She always wants me to play with her. 

I don't get time to water my flowers any more, 

I don't get time to take care of my flowers, 

I don't get time to do anything. 

She just makes me play with her all the time. 

I won't play with her any more — 

When tomorrow morning comes 

I won't play with her! 

I'll say: "You go away, little girl, 

I have to work; 

I won't play with you ever any more — 

I have to take care of my flowers." 

Morning 

Mama, that little girl next door 

Won't come out to play with me. 

She has to work, she has to help her Mama. 

I saw her wiping a cup — 

I don't think she ought to work so hard, 

I think she ought to play with me. 

I don't care if she rides my velocipede, 

I don't care if she plays with 

My spade and wheel-barrow. 

She can play with Ol' Mister Nichols 

And Amy Lowell, and Turn Turn. 

She won't break them — 

She never breaks anything! 

She can play with all my toys. 

Mama, you go over 

And tell that little girl next door 

To come over to our house to live. 

We won't make her work all the time, 

We won't make her work ever at all. 

We will tell her to play every morning. 
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Evans Krehbiel 



LOGIC 



You said God was near 

And tells me what to do. 

If I can't see him, he. must be somewhere ; 

If he isn't outside of me 

He must be inside of me. 

If I eat this egg 

It might land right on top 

Of God's head. 

I don't think 

I can eat any more. 



When I go to sleep 

In my bed, 

My hair climbs up, 

My eyes fall down, 

The cover crawls around my back; 

My feet go up hill and down, 

My hands float around; 

The bed goes up in the sky, 

The stars look at me; 

The moon takes me 

Way up where God is. 

My pillow wakes up 

In the morning, 

And my feet want to get up. 

TREES 

The trees 
Grow and blow, 
And walk in a row 
Along the world. 
If they grow too high 
They will put God's eye 
Out with their leaves. 
I like trees. 

Evans Krehbiel (four years old) 
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